SEIHUT

come to our part, Seihut, in the security of God and our protection. We
will talk the matter over when we see you/*

Our last day, December i8th, the camel-men were round for the loads
earlier than ever before as there was no grazing for their camels in this
barren place*. We left in solemn procession at half-past seven and a few
minutes later passed through Darfat, boasting a one-storeyed dar and several
mud huts.

Seiyid Muhsin said that the people in the neighbourhood were fanatical,
so Hassan played for safety by singing religious chants and telling his beads.
We were soon met by Muhammad, son of Sultan Sa'ud the representative
in Seihut, a boy of about fourteen in a pink fiita and turban, carrying a sword.
I dismounted and we greeted each other solemnly.

From a distance Seihut looked quite large. There Were one or two
minarets and domes and a few two-storeyed houses, but no sign of cultiva-
tion. Out at sea we saw plenty of sails and felt it would not be difficult to
find a dhow. Many groups of men came out from the town to look at
us and fell in behind the procession. One of the first to meet us was a
friendly lunatic, obviously mad and obviously friendly, but he had a rifle
with which he performed all kinds of antics, occasionally making us feel
exceedingly nervous.

We rode to a house belonging to the Sultan's family on the eastern side
of the toTOn. Outside the door stood a wild-looking man with much
hair and beard, and dressed in an indigo-dyed coat and futa. This was
Sultan 'Ali bin 'Abdulla, brother of Sultan Sa'ud who was sick. The
lunatic with the rifle was the general manager of the place, for it was he
who ushered us upstairs to a room on the first floor. There was no furni-
ture, not even cushions, but filthy mats and one carpet. It was indescribably
squalid and dirtier than anything I remembered even in Arabia. Howdter,
we sat down on the floor and were quickly surrounded by friends, relations
and hangers-on.

After some time two unwashed cups were handed to us and ginger
coffee poured into them from a 'kettle. As it was Ramadhan I thought
this was kind, and was glad that the licence to travellers allowed Hassan to
keep us countenance. Ganess began preparing lunch in another room, and
a live sheep and a dead fish were brought into the "drawing-room" for
our inspection before being handed over to Mm.

Meanwhile Sultan Sa'ud arrived, a very sick man and looking ktki
older than 'AlL He also looked considerably more tgspsctabfer lie